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U p den « while and you'l find 


. — Lovers kind, 
Ter er e ſhould rue 
K | 


As here 


far |c2mple true Lovers you ke, 

| Kod yRtheſe true Loveri were eroſt by the Sea, 
The yourg Men a Sailor was, who did impart, 
His true Joe — wich a conſtant heart. 


„ did dwell, 


aqua fem ls ? am told _ 
ver obe too 2 piece of fine Gold. 


Uecareſt ſhe ery d, | do wiſh h you «foes 
Oh, recorh with health and 


he ported, on went, 


Anda 
then 
Being pled in bis true Love to his hearts content. 


The Sailor was ſcarce two Months f e gone away, 
the + ather to Ney in Anger did ſay, g 

Finde not the contra with the Sailor made 

e eee has good Trade. 


nere tall my dear Father ſhe ery d, 
NN 
o matter for that ta his he aid 


: De Trade. 
Well Sir it 1 muſt, your wil) all be 


herſelf, was to pleaſe him, i faid, 
Thee e 7 Magi that at Debr od does dwell 
He's t by Trade and love me full vel. 
ny pede he comes unto me, 
hs og? watt on If you are free, 
Cs ee am told 


Wal ea and he hundred Pounds down in goed Gold. 
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ho her full wel, | hea wv mare 1 
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The Daughter ae 

oe — r 

For to a young Sailor 57 

| I'd marry Nev and be» lorng kad 

| But inte m love is a to the 

{mul hare a rere wy A ghd ſs, 
Now you muſt the part of Man act fall wall 

ay you're a Shipwright at 4 doth dwell: 
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So ſeemingly Court me till be gives conſent, = 
Nef Fortune obtain 


teil 
then 1 — ont 


| 
As hate, Wigan Walken R * 


tine 
te ones young ew ike « 


*** 
| two hundert. d G of dl: down, 
1 r jy 
| Were 


and Bedded as Marr d ol are. 


| the rothe r he wiſh*d them mach Joy when *twas done; 
| . and did hope for to have a Grandſon, 

Months they Bedded & boarded with him, 
then the Sailor returned to England again. ® 


7 by 


& gay, 


No ſconer on ſore but he went ſor to ſce 

his Naxcy whom be had promis d to Marry, 

When het father he ſee him, he cry'd Sir forbear 
for my Daughter is marry'd, ſo come No more here 


the Sdilor with hand on his breſt did reply 

lor or yo per jur d Daughter alas | muit dye, 

22 out a Piſtol to his breſt put the ſame 
came crying, [ am not too blame. 


Dear father, your pirdon l ask on my knee, | 
tis a Woman you thought was a Man wedded me; 
But this is the Man that I vow'd for ta haye, X 
Oh give your conſent or ſend me tothe Grave. 


the fachet with tears in his Hyes to her ſaid, 
| give my conſent that the Sallor you wed, 
| 


to Vows which they made for their life, 


and — 7 
he proves 2 ted, —— 


Breeches &s Hoſe! * 
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